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shade the escutcheon of Philippe Tricouillard
proudly displayed the outlines of its gorgeous
coat of arms, placed there as an eloquent example
and a reproach to the barren city.

Having re-entered the empty house, Riquet
pawed his master's legs, looking up at him with
his beautiful sorrowing eyes, that said: c< You,
formerly so rich and powerful, have you, O master,
become poor ? Have you grown powerless ?
You suffer men clad in filthy rags to invade
your study, your bedroom and your dining-
room, to fall upon your furniture and drag it
out of doors. They drag your deep arm-chair
down the stairs, your chair and mine, in which
we sat to rest every evening, and often in the
morning, side by side. In the clutch of these
ragged men I heard it groan, that chair which is
so great a fetish and so benevolent a spirit. And
you never resisted these invaders. If you have
lost all the genii that used to fill your house,
even to the little divinities, that you used to put
on .your feet every morning when you got out
of bed, those slippers which I used to worry in
my play, if you are poor and miserable, O my
master, what will become of me ? "

" Lucien, we have no time to lose," said Zoe.
"The train goes at eight and we have had no
dinner* Let us go and dine at the station*"